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WE KNOW HOW iT IS.

AN IMPROVEMENT IN RAPID TRANSIT'

S

Young Mps Oppenstein who tormerly resided on Lexington
avenue |s now delighting large sudiences nightly at

jaw'e Pleasure Palace

Bard Cines.
FIRST FREAK—The llving skeleton has mar
rled the two-headed girl
SECOND FREAK—Yes, and now he's llable to
arrest for bigamy.

e

Proof of Innogence
THE KING—Some people say we're very wicked
THE JACK—And yet there isn't & black heart
in the whole dech.

The Holy Cand.

“And so,” said the Dear O1d Minister, “you have
been to Palestine? May I ask your impressions of
that land?" -

“The land,” replied the Convert from Kansas,

~wont average a bushel of corn to the acre.

Lock-

CQothing, Ete.
When into politics and such
She's advanced enocugh to dip,
At hearth and home, quite naturally
She has to let things rip,
LB
Real Cove.
‘And do you really love me?" she asked.
“Love you? Have I not decided to continua the
use of my last yezr's wheel In order tp saye money
for our home?"
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Jlone There.
HE—I wonder why there are no marriages in

heaven.
SHE—How c¢an there be marriages without

men?
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Binkley's Enigma.

Binkiey usually reads a

il

book after supper, but
one nlght he was feeling
rather talkative, and he
thought he would enter-
tain his wife for a time
while she was sewing.

“Eivira,” he sald, “T'va
got an enigma for yau.
Try i you can guess IL"

“Why, certainly, dear,”
gaid Mrs Binkley. “1
just used to dote on enlg-
mas when 1 was a girl
Do tell it to me.'

“All right," sald Bink-
ley. *1 made it up my-
self. T am found In town,
but not In books; In
street, but not In office;
in night, but not in work;
in dance, but not in busl-
ness, and in racket, but
not inearly Whatam I?"

“You are a miserable,

1 =Fresh Yonng ‘Conn =By my ring-tailed grandmother! here's a tarkey

dinner for me

i i T

deceiving, vile, abandoned
villaln,” sald Mrs. Bink-
ley, laying down her sew-
ing. “I have suspected
for a long time that your
going downtown to post
up your books was only
a pretence, but 1 mever
thought-you would have
the bruta] assurance to
come out and acknowl-
edge it, you brazen profil-
gate.”

"Why, Elvira, what's
the matter with you? I'm.
just giving youa word.”

“Yes, you're always glv-
ing me your word and
breaking It. T can see
through your enlgmasg
and Insinuations, you
base monster you' Then
you come and laugh at
me to my face about "

anything?” sald Binkley.
"“The letter *t’ Is in ‘town,

—

a _Both - Just wm:b Mmu'eﬁtin t]:e neck,

but pot in 'book;: and ‘v
s In ‘street.’ but not in

S—Dugnsbad Bald Eaglr Saj' l"m 16 pin-feathered turkey, m? Tﬂm

that. and that !
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‘office; and I'ls in ‘night,’
but not in ‘work,' and so
on till the word {is fin-

‘trick,” you know.”

“Yes, 1 know it's =
trick, Samuel Binkley,
and I've been watching it
a long time. Out at night
te your dances and rack-
ets, and me here at home
slavlng and sltting up tin
2 &'clock In the morning
for you to come home!
I know your trick, sir!
Tou thought I wasn't
smart enough to eateh
on to your disgraceful
enigma. T should think a
man as low down and
contemptible as you are
would be ashamed to
boast fo his wife of his
disreputable d e ceptions
under ¢over of a pusilla-
nimous, silly. ehildish en-
fgma. You let me hear you
say a word about going
downtown at night agan,
Samuel Binkley, and I'li
give you an eénigma that
will take half the hair off
vour head.”

Binkléy now reads a
book again of eveninge
after supper
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Groubles.

‘I stpod by my friend
the last time be got inte
trouble."”

“Was that vhen he gof
married?

: 8-

The Usual Thing.
HEWITT—Who is that
knock-kneed, round-
shodldered fellow?
JEWETT—I believe he
is a teacher of physical

4—Phew ' T haven't had so mneb excitement stnoe the Fourth of July.

culture, :

“Can't you understand '

ished. The whole thing is

Owing to the capaole and efficlent management of the Broadway and Séventh Avenue Patlroad
Company blockades on lower Broadway now seldom occur

In Colorado,
TOURIST—I think your broncho ghbuld be
called “Paradise."
GUIDE—Whuffer?
TOURIST—Because his gait's a jar.”
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A PHONOGRAPHIG PROPOSAL.

IT'S SUIGIDE TO TRY TO GROSS.

1. CHUMPLEIGH—BIlast that infernal skinflint,
Gotrox. How am 1 ever going to tell such 1

_grizzly old freak that I love his daughter? Ah!

the phonograph!

Tl send him my message in
that, .

e

L

3 CHUMPLEIGH — "Respected and very dear
gir: I have long loved your daughter madly,” etc.

3. GOTROX—Chumpleigh sent me.a phonograph.
Saves me quite a heap of dough. He's not 8o
worsde, after all. Let's see how It works.

4 THE PHONOGRAPH — “Blast that infernal
skinfliint, Gotrox. How am I ever going to tell
such a grizzly old freak''—

GOTROX—(BW ! bang! boo!.'} Gﬂ out of here

g_o_u impudent scoundrel,
door again’

and never darken my

AGED SYMPATHETIC FEMALE—DId that unfortundte’

person commit sufcide? r
THE PEFRLER ON THE BEAT-—B'jlggered [ I know It's

gettin® 50, on this post,
anybody else.

RoeKs.
She jllted me. I'm still consoled,
Although she was a peach.
Those rocks of hers are not the only
Pebbles on the beach.
Cacac

Right at Home.
MRS, BENHAM—What are these bread rlots
ithat I read -about, Henry?
BENHAM—We'll have one here if yours doesn't
improve

L8
e

Often the’ Case.

LITTLE ELMER—Pa, what does “"conservative™
mean?

PAPA—About the same as "“cowardly,”

b
%

my son

that you can't tell sulcides fyom

8he was a Flyer.
FLIPPER—And how did your safl boat come to
be wrecked?
SKIPPER—Well, you see she was making so
many kh6is the crew wasn't able to unravel them.

Unpwholesome.

VISITOR—What gave the editor such a bad at-
tack of Indigestion?

OFFICE BOY—Colonel Gore ocalled yesterday
and made him eat his worda

AR
About the 8Size of It,

LITTLE ELMER—Fa, what is & reformer?

PAPA—One who advocatés reforms in others,
my som

Just 1n Time,

There were seven wor
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eight men In the safoon
playing dominoes, and
when Brimstone Bih
came in with fire in ni2
eye and ordered them up
to take a drink, they
crowded to the bar in &
hurry.

Brimstone Bill had tha
town bulldozed, and he
knew It. He was very.
very bad, and had eight
notches cut In the han-
dle of hils six shooter.

g § tnrnu this town
wrong side out to-night,”
he said, “and hangs it up
prompt at 4 a. m. to let
the palnt dry. Before 1
begin, everybody llguors.
Which I politely requests
that every sheakin’ coyote
of you steps to the bar

All ohewd but one ma.n
He was of medium size,
neatly dreased, and had

a cool, calm eye and 4
square jaw, He remained
seated by the stove read-
ing his paper.

Brimstone Bill struck
his fist upon the bar.

“] don't mean to &x-
clude nobody from my In-
vitation,” he shouted
“You drinks with me or
you feeds coyotes. Which-
ever shall it be?

The men at the bar
whispered among them-
selves that the man was
a stranger In town. and
wondered where Bill
woutd hit him

The stmnger turned his
head and looked Brim-
stone Bill stralght In the
face. His countenance
was as unmoved as if he
werp gazing at a work of

&

art instead of at the worst
man in the gulch. There

was & qulet, untérrified.
ominous gleam.in his &y,
“Alr ye comln' va “wol-
verine?" thundered the
Terror, reaching one hang
to the side of his belt.
The stranger suddenly
dropped  his paper, rose
qulckly to his feet, drew
something with a long,
shining barrel from his
poecket, and started for
Brimstone BiIL

Brimstone Bill wavered
for an Instant, and then
abdicated his position as
tegror of the gulth, It
was the coolest thing he
had eveér been up against,
and he turned and fled
ignominfously Into the
street

The stranger léeaned
over the bar, placed his

tin ear trumpet to his
ear, and aaid .
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“Was thnt gentleman
wlking to me "

“He was," sald the bar
tender

“What 414 he ml?";

“He wanted to sét 'em

“Is he good?"

dr! tuéﬂa .

‘“Then give mé a long
whiskey, with a dash of
bitters. This déafness of
mine js always throwing
me behind time.”

@riminal. Extravadance.
MRS HIGGLEBAUM
(excltedly) — Oh, Isaac!
Isaac! der cooly has plown
herselluf oop mit dot fifes
galion can oaf gasoline'
OLD HIGGLEBAUM-

Discharge her! Dischargd
her instandtly, vor vaste-
fulness, Vungallon vouldl|
haf done her yoaostasvell!

+—0h0£¥—(§ he rol]s away} “T'l ride right on tan Wanhingtan and have
Da



